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through   her   hair   or   fingering   her   hard,   hot
breasts.

For a moment she thought it was his ship, and cried
his name aloud, but it was only the others coming
back from a raid. Very soon she could see the browny
black backs and long horns of the cattle and hear
them lowing. She went on down the valley; it
broadened out into rocky marsh and pasture, with a
few trees all blown east by the sea wind. The cattle
were being landed, wild and scattering and hungry.
One of the men stopped to ask if Mot was back,
then, when she shook her head, slipped his hand
under her coat and pinched her. She stood to one
side, her feet in the water; they got the last of the
cattle out and a man jumped off the prow with some-
thing under one arm; it seemed to Blackbird to be a
dead baby and she came nearer, horribly stirred with
pity and memory. 'Catch,' said the man, and threw
it at her; instinctively she caught, and before she
could drop the dead thing saw that it was alive after
all. 'What is it?' she said, and by and by the men
told her how they'd found it and its nurses down by
the cattle and killed the nurses when they'd done
with them, then seen that the babe had collar and
bracelets of gold, but had no time then, with the cows
to get aboard on an ebb tide, to get them off and
divide them up, so had flung in the baby on to a pile
of nets - and here it was. Blackbird could give them
the gold off it and keep the rest. She said nothing,
but laid the baby across her knee, and loosed the
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